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could not call him a conceited man, although he was
certainly a boastful He called himself a failure in
life* To Crispangle's young boy, -sixteen years of
age, a day-boy at Polchester School, he remarked
very gravely: * Take me as a warning, my lad. I've
seen the world, but what have I got from it all? A
rolling stone gathers no moss. Stick to your job,
Ronald, and make your father proud/ But young
Ronald thought that moss was a dull uninteresting
vegetable and that to be clawed by a lion was worth
all the settled jobs in the world,

In spirit Polchester has not changed very greatly
since the days of Harmer John* In spite of the
motor-coaches that come every day up and down from
London, in spite of the garages and the radio and
the cinema it is as provincial to-day as it was in

1897,

Bellamy went often to London; Aldridge and
Crispangle and Browning had their motor-cars.
Their children learnt, twice a week at the Arden, all
there was to learn about the splendours of Holly-
wood, the vice and wickedness of New York and
Chicago, the absent-minded melancholy of Garbo,
the lovely body of Dietrich, the rough humours of
Laurel and Hardy, All these boys could not change
the essential stparateness of the town, it was a world
apart from other worlds, even as it had been when
the Black Bishop thundered from the Cathedral
altar, Colonel Digby defended its walls against the
Roundheads, the young men and maidens gallantly
marched out Somerset-wards to be massacred at
Sedgemoon

Therefore Boanerges was an event even as Harmer
John had once b'een* But he did not preach at them